SAW ARMENIANS GO
STARYING 10 EXILE

Story of a. Jourhey Thro'ugh_ﬁ

Turkey as Told 1o the
Board of Missions.

WOMEN TIED TO DONKEYS

“The S'Iow -Massacre of a- Race,” a
Vietim Cails It—-—-Bables
Thrown - lnto Rlvcrs. '

'lhe story of a Journex through Turk-
Troin 4 port on the Mediterrancan
to Constantmople is told .in .the. Janu-
ary builetin of the American Board of
Cominissioners for Forelgn Misslons by
a member of the party who recently
arrived in this country. The trust-
worthiness of the narrator is vouched
for by the board.

-The journcy to Lonstantmoplc bega
on a Monday morning, a few wecks ago
The first stop.was a little village where
the parity had to remain three hours.
YU hile there the travelers went to the
liome of a yYoung Armenian womarn, the
wife of an Armenian physician who had
a year before gone to the front as a
member of the Medical Corps of the
Turkish Army. The fact that her hua-
band was at the front for Turkey and
ministering to Turkish wéunded and
sick did not rave this 5oung woman and
her two little children from cxportatxon
by the Turkish authorities. While the
| travelers were in this swoman’s home
'the Turks came, ordered her and the
ichlldfcn to leave, and then plundcred
. the house. -

‘“ It was one of thc saddth hours I
ever lived through,”’ savs the person
who tells this story. ‘““and we Kknew
that in hundreds of other homes in that
very town the same heartrending scenes
might be witnessed. The courage of that

little wonian who knew she must take

her two babies and face starvation and
death with them ! Her smile was like a
bescon.in that mud village, where hun-
dreds were doomed. Her husband was
far away, ministicrina to those who
were sending her and her babies to de-
struction, - -

““*It is the slow massacre of our en-
tire race,’
worse than massacre,’ replied a man.

“ The towhn crier went through all the
streets of the village, crying out that

any one who helped the Armenians in-

any way, gave them rfeod, money, or
anything, would be beaten and cast inte
prison. To help them we could do noth-
ing: we were powerless to save their
Hves.

*“ Already the Turks h'a'd taken the:
American sciool and church, and after.
a procession tkrough the streets had

consecrated the church into a mosque
and made the school a Turkish school.

They had taken down the cross and put’

up the crescent. Some weeks before
they had.exiled the faithful Armenian
pastor, who for a great many years
had toiled there. as he said, *‘to make
a little ogasis in the desert.”

“ Hardly had we left the town when
we begar to meet one train after an-
other, crowded, jammed with these
poor people being carried away to
some spot where noe food could be ob-
tained. At every station we stopped
we came side by side with one of these
trains. It was made up of cattle cars,
and the faces of little children were
looking out from behind the tiny, barred
windows of cach car., The side doors

.mto theé watm'

'foreed to walk.

| 52ve them from such a death. ]
‘that an Armcenian, a Ilcading husiness

said onc woman. ‘It 15

were open, and. one . could -plainly See
old men and old women, young mothers
with tiny babies, men, women, and chii-
dren all huddled together=-human be-
ings treated wovse  than cattle are

tr?-%ﬁgut s o’¢lock . that evening .we

station where stood one ot

?ﬁé‘;ﬁ tt(:-aﬁls The Armenians told us
that thiey had been in the station for
three days, with no food. They sald
the Turks forbade their buying food.
At the end of each train was a car, of
Turkish soldiers, ready to drive the
poor pecople on when they reached the
desert, or to whatever place they wera
bein er.
‘-Tﬁe?ktgm us, that twenty bablcs

iad been thrown into.a river as a train
selves, who could not- bear to hear theu‘
httle ones crying for food when there
'as no food to -give them. One woman

gave bijrth to twins in one of those

| crowded cars, and crossing a river she

threw both her babies and theh hersell
Those. who could not
' pay 1o ride in these cattle cars were
All along the road, as
our train passed, we saw them walkm"‘
slowly and sadly along, driven fmm
thmr homes ]11\0 shee p to thr:silaughter.
A German officer was on the train
with us, and T asked him it Germany
had anything to do with (his exile. for
I thought it was the most brutal thing
that had over lmppmwd He =said, ‘You
can’t object t4 exiling a race; it's only
the way the Turks are doing it which {s
bad.'" He said he bad just come from
the interior himself and had seen the
mMost terrible sights he ever saw in his
life. ‘HMundreds of people were walking
over the mountains, driven by soldiers,
Many were dead 2nd dying by the road-
side.” Old women and tttle children too
feeble to walk a.'mn strapped to the
sides of donkex Babies lay dead: in
the réad, Humdn life was thrown away

: 0“01"\ where,” ..

Anofner man cm fhc train .-atd that
N one train he was in the mothers
bf‘gged him to take their children, to
e sgid

man in -——— told him that he would
rather kill his four daughters with his
oW hand than see the Turks take them
from him. Thiz Armenian was made {o
leave his home.. his buriness and Aall he
"had. and started off with his family to
walk to whatever place the Turks de-
SH t"ﬂ to exile him.

Vhen we . reacierd « af.'dthll'l near
Constantinople we met a long train of
Armonmm that had just hcr'n exiled.
Some of our party talked with one of
the native teachers (rom the American
school. Among other things., he said
that an old man w as waiking tii» stireet
when the order came 1o leave. The old
man was deaf and did not understand.
Because he made no “move 1o leave the
soldiers shot him down in the street.

“On every train we-met we hoard the
heartrending cries ot' Hitle thldrpn

BAZIN IN THE TRENCHES

. e — — . b A

Novelist Sees In French Soldiers’

t-etters Material for Romance.

Rens Bazin., the French novelist. has
been visiting the trenches. The soldiers
who made the deepest impresgion upon
his mind and syvmmpathies were the mid-
dle-aged territorials, who, he says. on
the auathority of their officers. are ideal
fighters in. holding their positions—far
hetter than the younger men. who are
100 rash and impulsive for such duty.

From a passage in a recent article
which he contributed to the Echo de
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Parls it fna:y_ be conjecturéd that a novel
on the war comparable to ** The Nun?”
will be the result of hls days a.t the
front." _

“When the sector is qule,t," he says,

‘ the terntqr:al has hours of liberty.
He writes a great deal. e writes to
make up for all the past, when he never
composed a letter except, perhaps,  at
the first of the year; he writes for the
future, when, he promises hlmsclt‘ he
will let the pen - lie untouched in the
groove of the little inkstand on the
mantelpiece: One of the .men said to
me: ‘I hear they have put a letter-
box in the railway station of my vil-
lage. What will be the use of it after
the war? A place for Qpauows to
build in%° " _

“Many of these letters contain only
chronicleg of days thatl are uneventful,
and are made up of customary expires-
sions of friendship ot Jove, baunal .if
made public, but precious to those whv
wail for them and will have their coni-
mentary on every word as they sit at
night around the lamp. 1 know. young
country womgen who get letters from
their hushands every day. The war has
proved itself a continuation school to
no one inore than iv tImse'terrjtqr_ials.
Sometimes convention is swept away,
and it is race that spcaks, and the hid-
den faith, and all the sfoul that probably
never before so revealed itself. Here
is one of these letters which | have been
perinitted {o sce.  Jor a yciur it lay in
thie pocket of the territorial. who had
wrilten it as a sort of ldat will and
r.(.auuimnt then thc nmu was killed, and
it coume lnto tnc ]dllll'ﬁ 01 his widow.
Read it, and Lcll me if you would not
like to have had for vour ncighbor and
fricnd the rman “Iw wu!d white this.:

My Beloved: Aly hedrs 1s very [ull
as 1 write these Hnes, and 1f you cver
read them it will mean that I shall have
dicd doing my duty., tetore:l go, 1 ask
yYou always to train our chitdren in
Honor and teach them to’'remember me.
for Ishall have gone to my deathr think-
ing of them and you. Led thein [ died
onlt the field or honor, and’ that | usk of
them the same sucrvitice on the day
when France shall have nced of  their
arms and their hearws.  Ikeep the cer-
tificate of good conduct that I had un
leaving the regiment, and later make
them understand that thcn father had |
in his heart the wish o live. simply for ‘
them and for you, whom { have always
loved so well. '

“*Now, 1 dn not want vou tn pass.
the rest of your life in mourning for a-
dead man. On the contrary, if vou
meet, as times goes on. i good fellow, |
mdustnouq and capable of giving 1»0u
loyal help in cearing our children, well,
unite vour lire with- nis, and never |
speak to him of me, for. if he loves:
vou, it will d:spleasp him to feel tho'
shadow of a dead man lhovering around |
him., * =

My bo!oxed this is the end, 1 tove
vou, and always shall, even for eternity. |
F‘arewcll" I owill wait for vou in Heaven, !
Your Jean who adored you (Ton Jecm
qui t'adorait.”)

1 wish that the voung novelitsts who | ,
have seen the war w ould bring them-!
selves Lo sce that there are bea.utlt’uﬂ
romances amohg the lowliest. thit all:
hearts are mp'ﬂ)le of greatness, if only |
the idea of sacrifice has been instilled .
into them, and that tmq is the correc-;
tive for a.ll incgualities.” , |




